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ing, in this capacity, all the hospitals and mission-stations
up and down the Lung-Hai line.
After our second breakfast wTe were taken round the
premises. In the compound Dr. Ayres had built a big
thatched emergency-hut to accommodate the overflow of
wounded. Most of the in-patients were suffering from
bomb-injuries: fractured legs and arms. Trunk-wounds,
the doctors told us, were mostly fatal; the victims were
usually brought in too late, and died of sepsis. The Japanese
had been very active in the Cheng-chow region lately,
attacking not only the town itself, but many of the sur-
rounding villages. McClure himself had had an extremely
narrow escape, only a week or two before: the ferry-boat
in which he was crossing a river had been destroyed a few
moments after he had jumped into the water. Two bombs
had been dropped here in the mission compound, just
beside the enormous outspread American flag.
The operating-theatre was a scene of lively, rough-and-
ready activity. The work of six surgeons had to be done
by three—and quickly; there was no time for professional
niceties. People strolled in with telegrams or parcels, and
remained to help, to the best of their ability; there was
something for everybody to hold: a leg, a towel, or a
bucket. In the general confusion, while Ayres's back was
turned for an instant, one of the operating-tables upset.
The patient's head hit the floor with a resounding crack.
He looked slightly dazed, but didn't complain.
At lunch McClure told us that he was leaving that even-
ing to visit some hospitals in the direction of Kai-feng.
Kwei-teh would be his first destination* Why shouldn't
we go with him? We agreed that we should like to, and
went upstairs to Dr* Ayres's bedroom to lay in some re-
serves of sleep.
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